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A SIMPLE MAMER 
OF GENIUS 


Engrossed as she was in the chemical simulation she was composing 
on the computer, Becky’s quick-silver mind nevertheless registered the 
sound of the door to her laboratory opening and the sunlight that spilled 
across the concrete floor of the converted barn-turned-lab behind her house. 
Without looking up, she continued letting the slender fingers of her right 
hand dance over the numeric keypad of her keyboard as she stretched her 
left arm out behind her and used short, sharp waves of her hand in a clear 
“come here” gesture. 

“You're running a little late today, Dave,” she commented, more 
distracted than angry, watching the equations scroll up the screen in front 
of her. “You can start by moving those containers into the corner.” 

When she sensed no motion from the person who’d stepped through 
the door, her mind began sounding a soft alarm — and when she heard the 
soft, embarrassed clearing of the throat, that alarm finally grew loud enough 
to take her attention off of her work. Swiveling her office chair away from 
the computer, she blinked rapidly, her eyes struggling to adapt to the much 
brighter sunlight that spilled through the open door to back-light the tall, 
broad-shouldered figure in the doorway. Almost immediately, her quick 
mind noted that he was certainly not dressed to perform either heavy lifting, 
or working with chemicals which were likely to stain and discolor clothing. 
Finally her eyes adapted enough to register the shameful look of awkward 
embarrassment on the handsome face beneath the tousled mass of sandy 
hair. 

“Dave...?” she prompted, carefully. 

“Becky, I’m sorry - I...” Dave Lincoln said, with real regret. After a 
pause, he plunged ahead with the air of somebody trying to get past an 
uncomfortable moment as quickly as possible. “I’m afraid I’m not going 
to be working for you any more. Somebody made me, uh... “an offer I 
couldn’t refuse.’” The handsome young college student’s face was flushed 
with a deep red, and for a brief moment Becky wondered why — and then 
another figure stepped through the doorway, and she understood completely. 

“That’s right,” a cool, rather musical feminine voice affirmed, its sweet 
tones marred by the hint of vicious glee that the speaker wasn’t even 
attempting to disguise. “Dave’s going to be working for me.” 

Becky felt a painful stab of betrayal — and surprise. Dave was a “nice 
guy,” and she’d begun to both like and trust him. He wasn’t the type to just 
leave her in the lurch like this... and then the slender, beautiful young 
blonde woman had stepped through the doorway. Becky felt something 
close to raw hatred as understanding arrived in a bolt of painfully sharp 
clarity. 











“Hello, Jessica,” Becky greeted the new arrival with a cold, almost harsh, 
voice. For the next few seconds, the two women stared at each other in 
silence, with Dave caught in the middle. If it had been a tableau, the artist 
might have entitled it “The Three Faces of Riverton.” 

Dave, eyes staring at nothing and with all of the usual athletic grace in 
his taut, toned body lost in the tension of embarrassment, would have 
represented the raison d’être for the small town that bound them all together. 
His beloved navy-and-white jacket bore on it the logo of the small private 
college that was Riverton’s main industry. At twenty-six, he was one of the 
many students of that institution who had wanted something better than 
what was offered by state universities, but who could not afford the better- 
known “Ivy League” institutions. 

Becky, but a scant year older than Dave, had already passed through 
the hallowed halls of Riverton University, having earned her two degrees 
at the tender age of twenty-two. Despite this, the diminutive brunette 
nevertheless represented the “average Joe” of Riverton, for she, as her 
parents before her, was part of the unofficial “support system” for the 
university. If not for an intellect great enough to win her a full scholarship, 
she would never have been able to afford to attend. And notwithstanding 
the fact that she used that same intellect to qualify for research grants, she 
still worked as a waitress at the local bar in the evenings. 

Jessica, standing gracefully poised atop the three-inch heels of her white 
leather pumps, a faint smile of superiority on her pink-glossed lips, was 
the final member of this trinity. From her expensively simple powder-pink 
jacket and skirt ensemble to her tastefully understated pearl jewelry, she 
radiated wealth and superiority. An aura that marked her as a member of 
the small “neuve riche” community clustered just on the sea-side edge of 
town, where the river met the sea. It was this community that allowed the 
small university to continue to exist in increasingly hard economic times — 
for, though not widely disseminated, 1t was nevertheless understood that 
degrees that were not exactly what a person was truly qualified to receive 
could still be awarded... given a generous enough donation, of course. 

It was, perhaps inevitably, Jessica who broke the silence and took 
possession of the moment. “Go wait out in the car for me, Dave,” Jessica 
stated in a dismissive manner, her electric-blue eyes never leaving Becky’s 
face. Dave, with one last apologetic look at his previous employer, gratefully 
fled the tension-filled room. 

Becky ground her teeth together as she looked at Jessica’s beautiful, 
smug face. Supple, slender and shapely, Jessica had as little compunction 
about trading on her looks as she did her father’s wealth. As always, her 
golden mane of hair was perfectly coifed around her well-defined face, 
and her outfit was carefully tailored to display her long, smooth legs, slender 
waist, and full, firm breasts. Jessica’s breasts (which were a major topic of 
conversation for many a young man in Riverton) were universally agreed 


at being a DDD-cup, though opinion was still split as to whether they were 
the gift of Mother Nature, or a plastic surgeon via her father’s checkbook. 
Whatever their origin, those firm, creamy globes were, as always, well 
displayed by the V-neckline of her tailored jacket and the white, wrap- 
style silk blouse beneath it. 

“Your newest “boy toy’ just had to be my lab assistant, didn’t it?” Becky 
asked, icily. 

“But of course!” Jessica admitted, readily. She was never the sort to try 
to cover up her actions, because to do so might tacitly admit that some sort 
of guilt was to be attached. Money and beauty were power, and it was her 
right to use them as she saw fit. “A stunning example of manhood such as 
Dave shouldn’t be wasted on somebody like you.” 

Vaguely, the thought registered in the back of Becky’s mind that it was 
a good thing she didn’t have to deal with Jessica more often. If it had been 
otherwise, she would have ground her teeth completely away by now... or, 
more likely, killed the stuck-up bitch. There was no lost love between her 
and Jessica, that was for certain. The trouble between them had started 
years ago, when Becky first came to Riverton Universty. Both had started 
college there at about same time, with Jessica riding on the coattails of her 
father’s generous contributions to the college and her glamorous looks 
and popularity. Becky had to study intensely and rely on small grants and 
part-time jobs to survive, and the college professors had acknowledged 
and admired her brilliant mind and hard work. What started out as mild 
jealousy and class prejudice for Jessica, soon festered into a bitter 
resentment and hatred. From school honors and awards, to boyfriends and 
material possessions, Jessica had made it her life’s goal to prove (both to 
Becky and herself) that class, beauty, and money were better in every way 
than intelligence and good work ethics. 

The thing was, Becky herself certainly wasn’t what anybody would 
call “ugly.” Indeed, she was attractive enough in her own right — in a “girl 
next door” sort of way. Her own body had that sort of firm, fully packed 
vivaciousness sometimes found in shorter women. Not fat, certainly, since 
she was actually quite lean and toned, but an overall sense that a full-sized 
woman had somehow been forced into a smaller body, filling her taut flesh 
to capacity and providing her with a sense of barely-contained energy. 
However, she was also dressed “sensibly” most of the time, and when 
placed beside always-elegant, tall, slender-and-buxom Jessica, Becky 
always came off second-best in the eyes of any man comparing the two of 
them. It was, as one unusually observant young man had once noted, the 
“Baywatch Syndrome.” Jessica was Pamela Anderson, and Becky was 
Alexandra Paul. 

“So, once again, beauty and wealth win out over brains,” Jessica said, 
smirking prettily. “Still think you’re as good as me, little miss genius? Or 
are you finally ready to admit the truth?” 








“Hey,” Becky shot back, sharply, “beauty fades, but dumb is forever.” 

Jessica just laughed as she walked to the door. She paused and posed in 
the opening, looking back over her shoulder. “Yet, for all your genius, you 
still can’t keep me from stealing men away from you with little more than 
a snap of my fingers, now can you?” 

Becky watched her step outside, vanishing as she shut the heavy door — 
which also cut off the self-satisfied chuckle she carried out with her. 
Distracted by her anger, Becky stomped around the lab, running her fingers 
through her simple, sensible thatch of hazel hair in frustration. How dare 
that uppity bitch... how dare she! 

“You bet your ass genius could keep you from stealing men from me, if 
I wanted it to!” she yelled, emphatically, to empty air. “Brains can beat 
mere money any day of the week, bitch — if they’re used right. Why, if I 
wanted to...” She suddenly stopped dead, an odd expression crossing her 
face as she paused, literally, in mid-step. “I could... couldn’t I?” she asked 
herself, in a whisper, a faint thread of unfamiliar self-doubt in her abilities 
worming through her. “I mean, if I sat down and really worked on it, I 
could come up with something... right?” 

Finally she waved a hand in the air and told herself, disgusted, “Of 
course I could — if I wanted to!” 

Angry at herself now, she stamped back over to her computer and 
practically threw herself into the chair. Pulling it up to the desk, she looked 
at the numbers and figures still displayed on the screen... and found herself 
still too frustrated and angry to focus her intellect on them. Grumbling to 
herself, Becky, picked up a pen and began doodling idly on a pad of legal 
paper beside the keyboard, her mind refusing to stop going over Jessica’s 
arrogance, again and again. 

Somehow, the doodling on the pad began to change. Instead of random 
sketches and angry little notes, it began to become half-formed thoughts 
and ideas. Partial equations began to appear, here and there, and then, after 
a while, fully-formed ones, some of which were angrily crossed out, while 
other ones seemed to lead naturally to sketches of chemical compounds... 

... nd, somehow, Becky found herself sitting several hours later, staring 
at a beaker of rather sharp-smelling, amber-colored liquid, a slight confusion 
in her dark eyes as she tried to recall at what point, exactly, angry doodling 
somehow became near-frantic work at her well-stocked chemical bench. 

“This...” she told herself, “...is a very bad idea.” 

Given her uncertain tone, it wasn’t at all surprising that she failed utterly 
at convincing herself of that fact. She looked at the beaker for a long, silent 
moment, then leaned forward slightly and took a quick whiff of the contents. 


She grimaced, nose wrinkling in distaste. It was almost enough to make 
her forget the idea of taking it... 

Almost. 

She tapped one finger on the desk for a long moment - then leaned 
over, pulled open one of the drawers, and pulled out a nearly full bottle of 
Cutty Sark and a shot-glass. “This should kill the taste,” she told herself, 
hopefully. Placing the shot-glass on the long table, she carefully filled it 
three quarters of the way, then capped the bottle of scotch and put it away. 
Carefully, she took a pipette and dipped it into the beaker, then placed a 
finger of the open end and lifted the filled Pyrex pipe out and held it over 
the shot-glass. 

“T really shouldn’t...” she warned herself, weakly — even as she lifted 
her finger and let the chemical compound mix in with the slightly deeper- 
colored alcohol. 

“This is stupid!” she told herself, a little more firmly, as she lay the 
pipette aside and wrapped her hand, with its sensibly short nails, around 
the shot-glass. “I shouldn’t let Jessica get under my skin like this!” Then, 
without hesitating any longer, she lifted the shot-glass, downed its contents 
in one, quick gulp, and banged the glass back down on the table. It was a 
sound with a strange ring of finality — a sound she’d heard more times than 
she could count, down at the... 

“Oh, shit! The bar!” Her head whipped around, and Becky winced and 
groaned as she saw the time. It was ten to six — and her shift at the bar ran 
from six to two. Cursing herself soundly, she jumped up from the stool at 
the workbench and hurried across her lab. Stepping out into the cooling air 
of the evening, she hastily pulled the door to the lab shut behind her and 
started across the yard — then, cursing more loudly, quickly turned back 
and hurriedly locked the door to the lab. Sprinting back across the yard, 
she threw open the door to her house and rushed inside, shedding clothes 
as she went. 

Her lithe, compact body naked and gleaming with a slight sheen of 
sweat, she ducked into her bedroom and cast a wishful glance at the 
adjoining bathroom. Shaking her head, Becky passed on the joys of even a 
quick shower, and yanked open the top right-hand drawer of her dresser. 
She dressed quickly in the sensible outfit she wore at work — a pair of plain 
cotton panties with a simple matching bra, over which went a pair of khaki 
shorts and a white cotton tank-top. Dropping to sit on the edge of her bed, 
she quickly pulled on a thick, comfortable pair of grey socks, then jammed 
her feet into the pair of tan hiking boots she kept beside her bed. Though 
hardly stylish, the boots were designed for long-term wear and comfort, 
and were eminently sensible for a shift spent on her feet. She laced the 








boots tightly in place, then quickly ran her fingers through her hair, patting 
it into at least a semblance of order as she strode over to the vanity. A few 
quick strokes of pastel lipstick, a touch of mascara — and then she was 
heading for the door, grabbing her keys on the way out. 

She made it to the bar with exactly one minute to spare, and that only 
because of how small the town was. Nothing was more than a five-minute 
drive from anything else within the town limits. Forcing a plastic, 
professional smile to her lips, she exchanged greetings with the well-known 
regulars as she stepped behind the bar long enough to tie the short change 
apron into place around her trim hips. With the bar already filling with 
college students eager to exchange legal tender for a legal high, she quickly 
patted the apron to ensure that the waitress from the previous shift had left 
1t “seeded,” then went to work. 

Being a Friday night, the bar was busy, and she was kept circulating 
without much chance to take a break. As always, she was both friendly and 
efficient, her sunny disposition and near-photographic memory ensuring a 
fair number of tips — most of which would go towards keeping her rather 
expensive “hobby” viable. It was in the interest of this supplementary 
income that she kept smiling even through some of the rather less polite 
comments that some of the steadily-more intoxicated patrons would voice. 
Though she might be a poor second to Jessica in most of these young 
men's eyes, Jessica wouldn't think of stepping one dainty foot into a place 
like Rick’s. Becky, on the other hand, was a familiar face at the bar, and 
while what that familiarity not have exactly bred confidence, 1t was at least 
a certain level of comfort. She knew the men admired her tight, fairly brief 
shorts, which accentuated the taut fullness of her derriére. Even her legs, 
though nowhere as long and slender as Jessica’s, were toned and quite 
shapely, earning their fair share of attention. 

Even without Jessica around to provide an unwelcome comparison, 
however, not one of the men rather crudely “complementing” her chose to 
take note of her chest — quite probably because she barely had one. Her 
small, high-set breasts barely filled out her B-cup bra, and her taut 
endowments were further disguised by the comfortably baggy tank top she 
wore. Which was why, about two hours into her shift, she was more than 
just a little startled when somebody grabbed her tits. She was at the bar at 
the time, reaching for a lime wedge. With her height, or lack thereof, she’d 
been forced to stand tip-toe on the brass rail mounted about two inches 
above the floor, and lean over the bar. It was a position that had, not a few 
times, enticed a patron to grab a quick handful of her firm, out-thrust ass — 
but this was the first time anybody had done a “reach around” to grab and 
cup her tits. 


Abandoning the lime, Becky quickly straightened and whirled... and 
found absolutely nobody there. In fact, there was nobody standing close 
enough at that particular moment to have conceivably held her breasts and 
then backed away... and, despite all of this, despite her having straightened 
and turned and found herself alone at the bar, there was still that firm, 
cupping pressure on her breasts. A faint heat rose in Becky’s face, and the 
world around her seemed to recede slightly, the swirl of movements, color 
and sound losing their meaning as she slowly lowered her face to gaze at 
the only thing that seemed “real” at that particular moment — herself. The 
white, loose-fitting shirt she wore hadn’t changed itself in any way — but 
now there was some definite “tenting” where there never had been before. 
The world rushed back into her consciousness, lightening quick, and Becky 
was aware she was blushing brightly as her head snapped up. 

All of this had taken place in the scant space of a second, and only a 
very few people had noticed anything, and surely nothing to draw undue 
comment — but Becky still felt as 1f every pair of eyes in the bar were 
focused on her. Her already bright blush deepening, she hurriedly stepped 
off the bar and, head lowered, all-but-bolted for the bathroom. That attracted 
a certain amount of attention, for its own reasons, but Becky couldn't help 
but feel every single surprised exclamation at her unexpected mad-dash 
was somehow concealing a ribald comment or question about her “hugely 
swollen” chest as she sprinted for the privacy of the bathroom. 

In truth, her intellect was telling her that it would take a sharp eye 
indeed to pierce the cloak of her partially-hunched posture enough to notice 
anything about her breasts — and, even then, it wasn’t actually that “huge” 
of a difference, relatively speaking. But, for one of the few times in her 
life, intelligence was being suborned by emotion, and she felt as if she 
were trying to smuggle a pair of softballs in her shirt. 

Reaching the comforting privacy of the bathroom, she slammed and 
locked the door behind her, then slumped against it, breathing heavily. 
With every breath inhaled, her breasts pushed firmly against the straining 
fabric of her now overly-tight brassiere. Pushing away from the door, she 
hesitated for a second. Then, with hands that trembled slightly, she crossed 
her arms in front of herself, gripped the hem of the tank top, and in one 
smooth motion, peeled it off. 

What this revealed, in the cracked and smudged glass of the mirror 
above the sink, caused her heart to race in an odd mixture of emotions. As 
pride warred with shame, and joy with fear, she slowly let her hands drop 
from their position over her head and, tank top still gripped in her right 
hand, come up to hesitantly cup her swollen, enlarged breasts. Her bra was 
simple, little more than a band of cotton with two straps of white elastic 





over the shoulders. It featured neither snaps nor hooks, its elastic nature 
allowing it to be pulled on in one piece over a modest bust. 

Now, that simple garment was strained well past its intended design 
parameters. The lower band, pressed tight across the skin of her back, didn’t 
even touch the smooth skin of her ribcage anymore — indeed, it stood at 
least a good inch out, at least. The armbands of the now too-small sports- 
style bra were also distended outwards, acting to both lift her breasts, and 
squeeze them more tightly together. The over-all effect was the appearance 
that her breasts were actively attempting to escape the confines of her bra 
by popping right out through either the neckline or the armholes, both of 
which were revealing an unwonted amount of firm breast-flesh. Indeed, 1f 
not for the fact that her new bust was so remarkably firm, her tits might 
have actually made good their escape. 

As it was, even with the inward-pulling pressure of the over-taut brassiere, 
her breasts remained remarkably dome-like in shape. “Oh... my... God...” 
Becky whispered in shock and awe. Only then did she become aware that 
her lips were starting to ache from the huge, shit-eating grin she wore. Her 
breasts were, quite simply, magnificent. Jumping right past C and well up 
into D-cup range, they might even have qualified for the coveted double- 
letter designation, though Becky couldn't have said so for certain. Perhaps 
because she had been used to her smaller endowments, they simply looked 
that much larger. 

Without even really thinking about it, Becky dropped her tank top, her 
previously hesitant hands eagerly grasped the stretched elastic of the bra. 
Those hands were still trembling, but for a completely different reason. She 
barely felt the brief bursts of pain as her knuckles had to dig into the firmly 
soft flesh of her enlarged breasts in order to gain a grip on the over-strained 
elastic. She heard something tear as she almost literally wrested the bra off, 
but she couldn't have cared in the least. Instead, she simply tossed the garment 
aside and grinned in pleasure at the sight of her exposed tits. 

They were beautiful. Tautly packed with newly-expanded flesh, too young 
for gravity to have impacted them, they rose from her ribcage in perfect 
domes, like halved grapefruit. Large grapefruit. “Definitely double-D...” 
she whispered happily to herself, fingers lightly tracing over the smooth 
flesh of her new tits, pausing to lightly squeeze her equally enlarged nipples... 
and then she blinked, and took a closer look. 

Her nails were longer. Not a whole hell of a lot, to be sure, but noticeably 
so. She blinked again — then ignored that in favor of her larger, more delightful 
breasts, now cupping them to squeeze them lightly in pleasure. Her formula, 
designed to “fool” the body into something like a pseudo-puberty, was as 
well-made as anything she produced — but she hadn’t expected it to work 
this quickly, and certainly not in such an emphatic fashion. She’d thought 
any changes would occur slowly, over days, weeks, or perhaps even months 
— not in one fell swoop. 





























“Not that Im complaining... exactly.” she told her reflection, a bit 
ruefully. She looked again at her breasts, noticing almost offhand that her 
waist also seemed a little trimmer, her hips perhaps a trifle wider — but 
none of that could come close to capturing her attention, her emotions, at 
the sight of her wonderful new breasts. “Told you I could do it!” she 
informed herself, smugly.... then almost jumped right out of her skin as 
Rick, her boss, knocked on the door and asked her, worriedly, if she was all 
right. 

Biting back a shriek at the unexpected noise, she suddenly felt 
embarrassment and fear crowd back in, and she wondered how the hell she 
was going to explain this. She was, undeniably, happier than she*d ever 
expected to be to find herself possessing the kind of bust-line she” d tended 
to deride in her “better blessed” classmates in high-school and university, 
but that didn’t make the situation any less socially awkward. And then her 
quick mind came up with the perfect solution that was beautiful in its 
simplicity. After all, just about everybody in town knew about her intellect, 
and its application towards her biochemistry hobby. So really, why make 
up anything at all? 

‘T m, uh, fine!” she called through the door as she reached down to 
reclaim her tank top. “I was working on an experiment today, and there 
seems to be some... unexpected side-effects.” 

“Geez — you sure you're okay?” Rick demanded, as she unlocked the 
door. “I mean, if you're feeling sick, or anything...” 

“T... don’t think it’s exactly life-threatening,’ Becky said, blushing, as 
she stepped out of the bathroom. 

Rick opened his mouth to say something else... and then something 
registered, and his eyes flicked down from her flushed face. Now it was his 
turn to blush, and cough awkwardly. “Oh. I, uh... see,” he muttered, seeming 
to have a hard time diverting his eyes. Freed of the constraints of the bra, 
her breasts were even more noticeably larger in the tank top, forming a 
certain rounded tautness in the otherwise loose garment. “No, I... don’t 
imagine it would be life-threatening.” 

Enjoying the sensation of having her — her! — bust inspire such a reaction, 
and trying desperately not to show it, Becky cleared her own throat and 
fought the urge to grin. “T Il... just get back to work,” she said — then swept 
on past him without waiting for a reply. She was vaguely aware of the fact 
that she was carrying herself with more poise and grace than usual, back 
held straighter and shoulders drawn back more... but she couldn’t seem to 
stop herself. Not that she really wanted to, anyway. As a sort of side effect 


to the “side effect,” she found her tips increased just about on par with her 
enlarged bust-line. As male patrons eyed her expanded bust, they seemed 
to feel that such voyeurism had to be paid for — and Becky didn’t dissuade 
them from this assumption. 

As much as she appreciated the extra money, however, she had to admit 
to herself that the extra attention was even more enjoyable. Perhaps, over 
time, that would change, as she grew used to it, and perhaps even came to 
find it annoying. At the moment, however, it wasn’t the least bit annoying, 
though it was occasional embarrassing — and, in the case of the rather 
pointed glances or even more pointed remarks of some of the female 
patrons, a source of friction. Not to say it was an endemic condition. More 
than one woman offered Becky cold, hard cash to have their own “side 
effect”... but, almost unanimously, the attention was complimentary, if 
occasionally a bit crass. 

Considering all the attention men were giving her, especially some of 
the more attractive specimens of masculinity, it wasn’t terribly surprising 
that even Becky’s formidable intellect misconstrued a certain, spreading 
warmth running through her system. She took it to be a rather common 
biological reaction to obvious attraction from members of the opposite sex 
— and not, as it in fact was, as a warning sign. A warning which, missed, 
also represented a missed chance for her second “pseudo-puberty” event 
to take place in less public surroundings. 

As a matter of fact, the second even happened to occur when she was 
leaning forward, reaching to where payment and tip had been deliberately 
laid on the far end of the table. On any other night, she would have refused 
to play the little game, but tonight she actually grinned as she leaned 
forward, her top tightening against her fuller breasts as she twisted her 
torso and stretched out her arm — a position that left her new bust scant 
inches in front of the nearly-drooling young man who’d hoped for just 
such a close-up look at her new tits. It was in this very position that Becky’s 
eyes flew wide open and she gave a loud, clear gasp of intense pleasure — 
as, in an instant, if felt as if somebody had run an electric arc through both 
her nipples and her suddenly extremely moist vaginia. An electrical pulse 
that shot up through her nervous system to register directly — and solely — 
on her pleasure center. She trembled in sudden, intense pleasure, her body 
shivering in unexpected delight. Delight so sudden, and so strong, that her 
knees went weak — and she found herself off-balance, falling forward 
towards the man still gaping at her tits that, quite suddenly, jumped out at 
him. Literally. 











In fact, in a strict legal sense, you could have claimed that Becky’s tits 
committed assault on the young man as, with great enthusiasm, they 
expanded in the space of a few seconds from their already full dimensions 
to one considerably more... expansive. Not that the young man showed 
any desire to press charges. Instead, he showed - and acted on - adesire to 
press tit-flesh, his hands coming up to cup the firm, full tits now pressed 
firmly against his face. Firm and full they were, too. In the space of a 
single second they had swelled outto become as large and round as bowling 
balls, nearly splitting her tank top to pieces. 

One might have thought sudden, rapid expansion of the breast should 
be painful — but in Becky’s case, it was just the opposite. The sudden growth, 
which drew her no-longer loose shirt painfully tight over her swollen breasts, 
was accompanied by a burst of sheerest pleasure. And when the man's 
hand cupped her tits, that pleasure only increased, leaving her gasping and 
twitching until she managed to pull herself upright and away from the 
pleasure-inducing touch. It all happened so fast that nobody had quite clued 
into what was going on — until she straightened, and the sight of her melon- 
like tits straining against her white t-shirt became all-too-obvious. 

An indescribable sound, one that was nevertheless somehow highly 
approving, ran through the room. The most observant person in the room 
might have noticed a few other details about the woman they were all 
staring at. Said person might have caught on to the fact that she was a full 
inch and a half taller, with all that additional height in legs which, as a 
consequence, were even shapelier and sexier. Likewise, that same highly 
observant person might have seen that the shorts now fit even tighter over 
her fuller, more womanly-rounded hips, boasting an ass that had gone from 
merely great to something approaching jaw-dropping. Being so observant, 
this hypothetical individual might also have noticed the fact that the shirt, 
which had been pulled up and out as it attempted to cover considerably 
more real estate, revealed a waist that was somewhat thinner — not to mention 
the fact that Becky’s hair and nails had grown somewhat longer, her lips 
noticeably fuller, and her features better-defined. 

No one, however, was looking at any other part of her long enough to 
grasp any of these details. With every eye fastened firmly on her full new 
tits, their large and clearly visible pink nipples distending the fabric even 
further, people only received a subliminal realization that her overall 
appearance had just become considerably sexier. Hence that wordless noise 
of approval... followed, after a frozen second or two, by applause, cat- 
calls, and offers of marriage. Not all of which came from the men. 


Becky, however, barely noticed some of the comments made by the 
female patrons of the bar — because she was too distracted by the men. Not 
necessarily because of anything they were doing or saying, but because 
she’d become incredibly, amazingly, frighteningly aware of them, as men. 
Her knees were still trembling, but it was now because of the moist warmth 
in her crotch that, this time, was most definitely the result of strong sexual 
arousal. Head spinning, Becky was highly aware of men and their bodies — 
as well as being more physically aware of her own body than she ever had 
been before in her life. 

“Oh, God...!” she gasped, knees literally quaking with the force of her 
sudden, sexual desires. She looked at the men surrounding her, seeing the 
obvious signs of their own arousals — and was frightened by the strength at 
which the sexual urge hit her, her mind suddenly becoming a pornographic 
theater of the imagination, in which she was the star. Without willing it, 
she found her hands moving. One rose to cup a full, firm breast in a burst 
of pleasure — while the other drifted south and began rubbing against the 
front of her shorts. It took a physical act of will to tear her hands away 
from a body that was several times more pleasure-sensitive than 1t had 
been moments before — and an even greater force of will to tear her mind 
from pure, sexual thoughts that were entirely too enticing to her at the 
moment. 

“Gotta... go...” she gasped, turning and stumbling towards the door — 
and even that stumble was strangely graceful and erotic. Some of that 
came from the way her wider hips and fuller ass swiveled, or the way her 
enlarged breasts bounced and jiggled oh-so-enjoyably within the skin-tight 
confines of her tank top. Most of it, however, was from a source the men 
didn’t even realize was affecting their perceptions of this suddenly busty, 
sexy woman staggering through their midst — the radically increased amount 
of pheromones she was pumping out into the smoke-laden air. 

Men began to crowd in around her, their desires inflamed by many 
things, not the least of which was the strange and exotic way this was all 
happening — and as so many male bodies closed in around her, their own 
pheromones hit Becky’s highly-sensitized olfactory nerves, and she 
helplessly found her usually fine-tuned mind starting down a spiral into a 
sexuality she knew she wouldn’t be able to escape. And then the encircling 
ring of extremely aroused men parted in front of her, driven back by strong, 
determined arms when their owner’s voice had been ignored. 

“Becky!” the figure shouted, coming up to her and wrapping an arm 
around her. “Are you all right!” Becky looked up and was startled to see 
Dave. 











Having just come in from outside, Dave hadn’t had time to get a full 
dose of her enhanced pheromones yet, and concern was the major emotion 
he was feeling, not arousal. He wasn’t putting out even a fraction of the 
pheromones the other men around her were. Yet even then, his touch brought 
her to new heights of sexual desire, and she was left utterly speechless as 
she pulled herself hard against his body, grinding her hips against his thigh. 

At the sight of this, an angry growl began to rise from the assembled 
men — and when they saw her spectacular new breasts pressed hard into 
Dave’s side, grab his head and pull his lips down to meet her hungry, 
desperate kiss, it became a roar of anger. Confused — and now, not just a 
little aroused — Dave heard that sound, and it caused a cold shudder to run 
down his spine that, amazingly, even allowed him to ignore the warm, 
supple, buxom, and oh-so-obviously-willing woman now grinding herself 
against him with little gasps of needy pleasure. Pulling slightly away from 
Becky’s enhanced body, he nevertheless ensured he had a firm grip on her 
upper arm as he turned and began battling his way towards the door through 
the groping, grasping see of hands. If the entire incident hadn’t taken place 
so close to that door, they never would have made it out. As it was, it was 
a very near thing, and Dave had to kick a guy in the kneecap to make him 
let go of Becky before he pulled her clear. Once outside, he all-but-threw 
her into his Corvette convertible. 

News travels fast in a small college town, and Dave had already heard 
the story about Becky’s initial expansion. It could truly be said that in 
Riverton, rumors disproved the theory that nothing could travel faster than 
the speed of light. Knowing he risked his new boss’ displeasure if he’d 
announced his intentions, Dave had come up with an excuse to duck out 
for a while, intending to pop in to the bar just long enough to see if the 
story was true. So, he’d pulled up to the bar — and left the car running. It 
was this that allowed him to slam the car into gear and squeal out of the 
parking lot before the majority of the men could finish boiling out of the 
door of the bar and tear him to pieces. It was, fortunately, a fairly chilly 
night, especially with the top down — and while Dave was warm enough in 
his heavy jacket, the cold air hit Becky full-force, and the movement- 
generated wind rapidly dispersed the pheromones both she and Dave were 
producing. Slowly, her mind began to clear. 

So, when Dave demanded to know what the hell was going on, she was 
able to tell him. It also meant that she had some time to think about what 
happened — and the implications of it all. 

“Can you put the top up?” she asked, after telling all the story, right up 
until the moment of their escape. “I’m getting really cold.” 

He shot her a worried look. “Are you sure that’s a good idea? I mean, 
considering what you said about pheromones, and... their effect?” 
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She smiled at him. “Why? Utterly horrified at the thought of suddenly 
finding me overwhelmingly attractive?” 

Dave blushed, and sputtered, until she laughed and let him off the hook. 
“It's okay. That was a... a “peak effect,’ one that fades pretty quickly,” she 
assured him. “You see, the chemical created a state of “false puberty’ — and 
during the actual puberty is when a woman’s hormones are completely out 
of whack. I have a... a libido and sensitivity to pleasure that are both 
somewhat increased over what they were, but nowhere near as strong as 
immediately following the ‘puberty.’” 

Now she was blushing, as well, and Dave took the excuse of raising the 
top for both of them to regain some self-control. 

“I should have seen this coming,” she admitted, after the top was up. 
She looked down at her enlarged tits, and touched them lightly, with a grin. 
“Oh, not the strength of the effect, since I didn’t have any way to gauge 
what turned out to be a considerable overdose, but the way it happened. 
My own, ‘real’ puberty was quite long, with fits and starts, and so the 
“false puberty’ is the same way — only much faster, and much more... 
emphatic, shall we say?” 

Understandably, her emphasis, not to mention that she gave her new 
tits a squeeze as she said it, caused him to glance over — and blush, once he 
realized he was staring at her tits. She caught the look — and returned the 
glance, thoughtfully. “Dave — do you like my tits?” she asked, quite 
deliberately... 

..and Dave nearly ran the car off the road. “What?” he gasped, after 
making sure that they weren’t going to die. 

“Sorry!” she said, restraining a giggle. “I didn’t mean to... startle you 
that badly.” She looked down at her rack again, looking down the stretched- 
out neckline at the display of cleavage presented to her. “It's just that... 
I’ve never even imagined having tits this big,” she said, in an oddly open, 
vulnerable tone. “In fact, until they grew the first time, I barely ever thought 
about being bigger — consciously, at least. The truth is, though... I think it 
was a defensive measure. Like I said, my puberty took a very long time, 
and didn’t give me much for all of that. I think my way of coping with it 
was... just to convince myself I didn’t have anything I needed to cope with. 
Now that I am considerably bigger... I’m finding myself... pleased. Does 
that make me... well, some sort of hypocrite or something? Liking having 
tits this big?” 

Dave looked over at her again, a long, serious look. “No,” he said, 
softly. “Becky, I think you look stunning, but I know that you are a beautiful 
person on the inside too. What matters is that you keep your individuality 
and sense of self. As long as you have your beautiful mind you should be 
able to love your body and not feel guilty.” His tone caused her to look at 
him, wide-eyed — and then she shook her head and laughed. 

“Maybe that’s just the pheromones talking,” she said, lightly - in a 
conscious effort to dispel that air of intimacy that had been forming. An 
intimacy she found entirely to enjoyable for comfort, at the moment. 


“Actually, I do want to thank you for rescuing me,” she said, after a 
moment. “I was not only highly irrational while in that hormone-charged 
state, but also quite... suggestible. Had anything actually happened, it’s 
quite likely, in that state, I would have found it quite... addictive.” 

“Really?” Dave said, startled. “Well, it’s a damned good thing Ishowed 
up when I did, I guess.” 

Becky, quite deliberately, didn’t continue on to point out the basis of 
this theory — because the information that led her to believe that this was 
the case was the fact that, no matter how desperately she tried, she couldn’t 
drive away the thoughts of pressing her body tightly against his and kissing 
him. They plucked and nagged at her consciousness, poked and prodded 
at her urges... like an addiction begging to be sated. And the truth was she 
wasn’t sure how she should feel about Dave after he had left her for Jessica 
only just this morning. 

Apparently they had been thinking about the same thing, and Dave 
cleared his throat, uncomfortable. “Uh, Becky... about the way I just quit, 
without warning...” 

The thought brought up the sharp stab of betrayal she’d felt at the time 
— and, in that instant, she didn’t want him to apologize. She wanted that 
stab of betrayal to be sharp and clear, a weapon against these urges to kiss 
him, to pull herself against his firm, taut body. “You don’t have to say 
anything. I understand,” she said, tartly, nursing that anger and dismay, 
fanning the flames. 

“No, you don’t understand, I...” he said, quickly. 

“Oh, I understand — she could offer you so much more,” she said, icily, 
building her wall of anger one brick at a time, cutting him off, dimming 
her desires. 

“It wasn’t the money!” he protested, quickly. 

“I didn’t say it was!” she replied, hotly, watching her urges vanish behind 
the rising, thickening bulwarks. “She had so much more to offer... at the 
time. Which is why you’re bringing it up now.” She said it pointedly, angrily, 
looking down at her big, round tits as she did so. Connecting her anger to 
her bust-line, using the excuse to drive away the very thought of him 
touching, squeezing, fondling those tits, like a fading part of her so badly 
wanted him to. 

“Becky, it isn’t...!” 

“Like hell it’s not!” Becky yelled back, force-fed flames now burning 
out of control, searing away her sexual desires for him. “Oh, you were 
only too happy to leave ‘boring old Becky’ in the lurch — and why not? 
Why would you possibly hang around with me, huh...?” 

She was barely getting warmed up, in full voice — but then he spoke, 
softly, almost regretfully. “I love you, Becky.” The wall came tumbling 
down, and she stared at him with absolutely no emotional defenses at all. 
“She offered me money a week ago — and I turned her down,” Dave said, 








not looking at her. “Two days later, it was money...and her body. I said no.” 

The car was barely creeping along, now, and he looked up and met her 
eye. “Yesterday... came the threat. She found out, you see. She realized the 
reason I wouldn't leave was because I loved you — and so she threatened to 
take away everything you love. She showed me how the Dean would 
‘discover’ discrepancies that would mean they could discredit your degree. 
How you’d lose your permit to have chemicals delivered. Then, finally, 
how they’d foreclose on you, take away your house and the lab you spent 
so much time and money creating. All of it, gone, like that... unless Pd 
leave you and come over to her. Just because she couldn’t stand the thought 
of being refused anything — and if Pd said no, you would have lost 
everything. I couldn't do that, not to you... not to the woman T d fallen in 
love with.” 

He finally ran out of words, finishing in the barest of whispers = and 
she couldn’t seem to find so much as one damned word to say in reply. Not 
one... damned... word. For quite some time later, Becky wondered what 
words, if any, she might have found — had not events taken a course that 
“tipped her hand.” For, as she sat there staring at him, wide-eyed, through 
a faint haze of tears, she felt a warmth begin to flow through her, and an 
almost electric, tingling triangle begin to form, anchored at each nipple 
and in her moist womanhood. She gasped. 

“What?” Dave said, staring at her as she twitched in steadily increasing 
pleasure... and her mind, her sharp, quick mind, worked faster than it ever 
had in her life. The car had slowed to a complete stop as Dave had made 
his revelation, and was now sitting on the side of the road, some distance 
out of town, near the river. Body shivering with increasing delight, Becky 
popped open the door. 

“Get... Out...” she gasped. “Help... Me...” 

Confused, worried, and highly emotional, Dave threw open his own 
door, then hurried around the car and grabbed her as she got out, her own 
legs trembling. “What’s happening?” he demanded. 

“Another... false puberty,” she gasped, writhing against him. 

Startled, he tried to pull away. “I... shouldn’t be around you!” he said, 
as she refused to release him. “Pheromones... addiction... Becky, you 
shouldn’t...” 

“Too late,” she gasped, through rising pleasure, this build-up 
considerably longer — and stronger — than the last one, which had been as 
much more notable than the buildup to her first change, which had actually 
been below the threshold of consciousness. “Already addictive...” She didn’t 
know if it was true or not — but Dave didn’t know that she might be lying, 
either. “Want me to be... addicted to... rejection?” she asked him, her body 
now twitching violently. “Push me away... and Ill... be addicted... to that.” 

12.12. ” Dave stammered, confused. 

Quite deliberately, forcing her trembling hands to do her bidding, she 
slid the arm-straps of her tank top off her shoulders — and then yanked, 


hard, on the hem. The top hung for a second on her melon-like breasts — 
and then shot down, around her hips, to reveal their firm perfection to his 
stunned eyes. 

“Becky...! What the...!” Dave gasped. 

“Do you like my tits, Dave?” she demanded, reaching up to cup and 
fondle them, feeling her intense pleasure increase at her own touch. “Do 
you find me sexy?” 

Dave gabbled incoherently. 

“What... will 1t be?” she asked, shuddering in intense pleasure. She 
stroked and squeezed her full, ripe breasts, her swollen nipples diamond- 
hard in the twin efforts of cold air and arousal. “Should I be addicted to my 
tits, ‘love’ my big new tits — or will you say something so that I ‘hate’ 
them, feel ashamed? Choose, Dave! Am I sexy? Or a freak?” 

“You... You... You...” Dave stammered — and then, forcing the words 
out in an awe-filled rush, “You're gorgeous, Becky!” 

She screamed. She screamed loud and long and hard. She screamed in 
the purest, orgasmic ecstasy — for, at that moment, the most powerful orgasm 
she’d ever felt in her life hit her, and she had no choice but to throw her 
head back and scream her pleasure out to the sky. Her entire body seemed 
to shimmer with the shear force of her orgasm — but it was much, much 
more than that. Her legs lengthened sharply, becoming incredibly long, 
toned and shapely. The button on her shorts, refusing to take the abuse, 
burst, and the zipper shot down, allowing the garment to provide room for 
her wide new hips and mind-numbingly perfect ass. Hair spilled down 
past her shoulders and her nails grew three inches longer as the scream 
poured forth from swelling lips... 

And her tits exploded outwards in an orgy of expansion. 

In the space of slightly less than two seconds, much too quickly for 
Dave's stunned mind to truly see it happen, Becky’s breasts doubled and 
redoubled in size. Even as her knees failed and she began to drop, her back 
arched and her tits swelled out into massive, round, fleshy perfection. Each 
one was bigger than a gumball machine, and growing! They spilled 
outwards, too big to be contained by her ribcage, big enough to be clearly 
seen even from directly behind her. They thrust, incredibly firm, remarkably 
round, out from her chest, tipped by nipples as long and thick as Dave’s 
thumb. They were massive, and magnificent, utterly spectacular, and they 
grew so fast that they threw her hands aside in their expansion. 

“Oh, God, yes!!!” Becky screamed, hands coming back to squeeze the 
firm endowments that dwarfed them. “Oh, god, Dave — say it again, say it 
now, tell me how to feel about my new body!” 

Gaping, Dave stared down at the woman now writhing in ecstasy on 
the ground before him. She was as tall as he was now, much of that height 
made up in her incredibly long, shapely legs — legs that, nevertheless, 
retained feet and ankles scaled for her previous height, and which were, as 
a result, downright dainty. A woman with broad, well-rounded hips and a 











spectacular ass, beneath a perfectly pinched wasp waist. A woman with a 
face of stunning, perfect beauty, with high, wide-set cheeks and full, 
delectable lips, all framed by a long, thick mane of rich brunette hair. A 
woman writhing on the ground, fondling her huge, book satchel sized 
breasts, and screaming at him in a voice of pure desire to tell him what he 
thought of the woman he saw before him. 

He didn’t even think. The words just popped out, unbidden. “God, you 
are the sexiest, most utterly spectacular woman I’ve ever seen in my life!” 
he blurted out. “Your tits... are... are... fantastic!” 

“Yes!” she screamed again, this time in a pleasure that was emotional — 
and then she bounced up from the ground in one smooth, agile motion, and 
practically threw herself into his arms. “Fondle me,” she begged. “Touch 
me, kiss me, make love to me. Addict me to enjoying my new body, and 
enjoying you — or you’ll addict me to being refused, to enjoy coming on to 
men I know will turn me down. Pleasure or pain, Dave — addict me to one 
or the other. Do it, Dave — do it right now!” 

Not that he really had any choice - not with her super-charged 
pheromones assailing his mind, her nearly naked body assailing his senses, 
her hand unzipping his pants and stroking his rapidly hardening manhood. 
No choice at all. Grabbing the backs of her long, taut thighs, he lifted her 
up. She wrapped her long, sexy legs about him as, switching his grip to her 
full, taut-yet-soft ass, he buried his face in acres of delectable cleavage and 
carried her towards the long, soft grasses lining the side of the road. 

His brain seemed to be separate from his body, that part of him which 
made up his genuinely kind, loving personality — composing 
extemporaneous odes to every, perfect part of her new body — while his 
body responded to more primal urges. He could never remember, later, 
exactly how they happened to end up completely naked by the time he 
placed her down on the grass. All he could ever remember of that moment 
was her soft, silky flesh under his hands. Hands that were inadequate to the 
task of touching every perfectly formed portion of her physique, but that 
tried their damndest to do so, anyway. 

He remember kissing her — deep, passionate kisses full of fire and desire, 
that seemed to fill the universe and last forever... and yet he also remembered 
kissing, licking and sucking on her magnificent, erect nipples. Trailing 
kisses down legs so long he should have still been at it two years later... 
and yet also kissing the moist flower of her womanhood. What he 
remembered most of all, though, was the eternal moments, there on the 
grass between road and river, when they ceased being two separate entities, 
and became one. 

Her skin, gleaming in the moonlight as she rocked beneath him in a 
rhythm as old as mankind itself. The soft, wordless cries that nevertheless 
spoke volumes. The drops of sweat sliding down the slopes of her 
magnificent breasts, to be sipped from that supple surface like the finest of 
wines before claiming a quick, panting kiss... and a moment of pure, 


unadulterated ecstasy, when the rest of the universe simply vanished, and 
it was just the two of them or, perhaps, just the one of them, somehow — 
floating together-as-one in eternal perfection. Then, when something 
resembling actual thought once again began to form, they were lying, 
entwined, in the dewy grass. Her body, warm and slick and supple, was 
pressed firmly against his, her magnificently massive new breasts 
comfortably crushed against him as she nibbled tenderly at his ear. 

“Oh... God...” Dave whispered, in something akin to horror, as the 
implications of what had just occurred struck home. “What did we just 
do?” 

Becky stiffened in his arms — and then said, indignantly, “Well, Ithought 
it was pretty damned self-explanatory. If you need me to explain the birds 
and the bees to you, we're in trouble...” 

He gaped at her — and she threw back her head and laughed at his 
expression. 

When he d first met her, two years ago when he’d applied for the position 
of lab assistant, he’d found her to be intelligent and witty, but kind of 
plain. As time had passed, she’d stayed smart and funny — but he’d found 
himself appreciating her aesthetically as well, more and more as time passed. 
He’d wrestled with the thought of “coming on” to his boss, trying to figure 
out a way to let her know of his growing feelings for her, when Jessica had 
interfered... when, somehow, that “interference” had come about to the 
point where her chemical compound made her the most stunningly beautiful, 
enticingly sexy woman alive. When she laughed, she became a goddess, 
and Dave's heart felt as 1f 1t would burst out of shear awe. 

“Now, on the other hand...” she said, tracing a finger over the sweat- 
slicked skin of his chest. “What I have done... is find a way to ensure that, 
no matter what, you’ll never, ever be able to try and leave me, ever again.” 

Dave stared at her in shock as he realized that, rather than being driven 
by hormones — or, rather, just hormones — Becky had used that stunning 
intellect of hers to use her own new needs to “trap” him into exactly the 
situation he so desperately desired. Not, he observed, tracing a hand over 
her long, lean, and oh-so-curvy body, that he minded in the least... “Damn, 
trapped into spending the rest of my life with a stunningly beautiful, 
exciting, funny, intelligent woman,” he said with an exaggerated sigh. “I 
guess you're just too damned smart for me, Becky.” 

“Damned right — and don't you ever forget it,” she said, completely 
serious. “When Jessica told you her plan, you should have come right to 
me and told me everything — including how you felt about me. I would 
have figured out a way to put that bitch in her place.” 

At that, Dave’s heart clenched. “Oh, god — Jessica! What are we going 
to do about her...!” he said, trying to get up... only to find that those oh-so- 
long legs of Becky’s gave her considerable leverage. 

“Oh, don’t worry...” she purred, hungrily, reaching up to pull him back 
down atop her. “I told you, I'm a genius — and, based on what I know 
































about Jessica, I think she's going to take care of herself for us...” Dave 
wanted to ask how, exactly, that would work... but Becky found considerably 
more entertaining things for him to do with his mouth. 

Had he managed to ask the question, Dave might have had a chance to 
appreciate just how accurately Becky had predicated the exact chain of 
events that did, in fact, occur. 


Head held high, moving with every ounce of supple grace she possessed, 
Jessica swept into the Riverton Golf and Country Club as if she not only 
owned it, but every square inch ofthe world upon which it rested. Always 
most carefully dressed, endlessly conscious of her exact appearance and 
the effect she wished to achieve with it, tonight was the highest, purest 
demonstration of that fine art. It was as if every moment in her life had 
been leading up to this very moment. 

The shoes she moved so gracefully — so seductively — atop were brand- 
new, purchased less than an hour before, for this one-and-only specific 
purpose. They were red — a bright, perhaps even garish, shade of red, and 
they boasted the highest heels she had ever donned, higher than any she 
thought she would ever wear. After all, six inch gold-toned stilettos, even 
on these exquisite, expensive shoes, hovered right on the very edge of that 
worst offense of all — tackiness. 

In this one instance, however, they were — marginally — acceptable, part 
of the overall image she was projecting. Atop those heels, she ankled her 
way deeper into the club. At this time in the evening, it wasn't quite as 
populated as it was during the day, and perhaps she was a touch miffed by 
the smaller “audience,” but it didn’t really matter. She was sure word of 
what would happen here tonight would spread, and that was what was 
important. As 1t was, she was sure that every male eye in the place was 
firmly fixed on her. 

After all, with every hip-swaying step she took, didn't a long, slender 
leg emerge from the extremely high-slit skirt of her red silk dress? Didn’t 
that dress cling tightly to the rounded swell of her hips, and even more, 
compress her already slender waistin a way that was breath-taking in more 
than one meaning? Didn’t it plunge daringly, swaying loose and soft over 
her full breasts, its draped neckline threatening to expose one or the other 
perfect mound if she moved so much an inch in the wrong direction? Was 
she perfectly coiffed, perfectly made-up, perfectly bejeweled? Wasn’t she 
the most utterly gorgeous, seductive, sensual woman any of these men had 
ever seen? Hair carefully sculpted to droop low just above one purposefully 
heavy-lidded eye, with her lashes made darker and thicker than ever before. 
A deeper, richer shade of red on her full lips emphasizing their kissability 
as she’d never cared to do before. Her slow, graceful, challengingly sensual 
strut emphasizing every feminine line and curve of her body. 


Yes, this was the first, most important step, to bulwark her non-financial 
source of power, and to start paying her debt to the bitch and bastard. She 
couldn’t let word of how “sexy” Becky had become spread to far, or gain 
too much prominence. She had to nip that in the bud, and right away — and 
then, tomorrow, after having shattered the growing legend about the “sexiest 
woman in town,” she would crush them both, completely. 

Tonight, however... tonight, she was walking into the country club, 
literally dripping with pure, unfettered sensuality. That bitch, despite her 
transparent claim of a “side effect” had found some way to enhance her 
own body, and from the rumors, she’d been stacked like a stripper before 
that unspeakable bastard Dave had shown up to take her out of the bar. So, 
chemically enhanced, Becky had been “sexy” enough to damned near start 
a riot, had she? Well, that was just fine with Jessica, because after her 
performance tonight, word was going to spread about how Jessica, 
unenhanced, had completely blown even the chemically improved Becky 
completely away in terms of utter sexuality... and then, when the double- 
dose of that chemical enhancer kicked in, Jessica would not just blow that 
low-born bitch away, but forever eclipse her. 

You would think that people would have learned by now - Jessica did 
not lose. Not anything. Ever. No matter what it took to win. Even if she 
had to put up with lugging around an oversized pair of “stripper tits” just 
long enough to ensure that nobody would remember that tacky, sleazy 
little stunt Becky-the-Bitch had pulled in the middle of a crowd of beered- 
up, horny men. With a supple, sensual sway, Jessica made her way over to 
her chosen location — one of the small, round cocktail tables near the edge 
of the polished dance-floor. With an eye to pose and poise alike, she most 
carefully positioned herself on the high, chair-backed stool, one enticing, 
nylon-clad leg lifted to hook the tip of her heel on the lowest rung, thereby 
“just happening” to expose nearly the entire length of that leg. She sat, 
half turned, so that she could “casually” hang her arm over the back — and 
so, also display her cleavage just barely shy of the point where a nipple 
would be visible. 

Her timing, she thought to herself with a subdued grin, was perfect. 
She had barely positioned herself when she felt a warm, nearly electric 
tingling beginning to thrum through her - surely, an indication that this 
formula of Becky’s was going to kick in. Genius — hah! If the bitch was so 
smart, then why had she left her bust-enhancing formula sitting out in 
plain sight? Sure, her lab had been padlocked, but that had been simple 
enough to get around, and there was her formula, the only full beaker on 
an otherwise meticulously ordered worktable. 

Not only that, Jessica thought to herself smugly as the pleasant tingling 
continued to increase, but the “genius” had also been stupid enough to 
leave the clear indication of the dosage sitting beside the beaker. A shot- 
glass, with even a tiny amount of the amber formula still in the bottom. Of 
course, the stuff had tasted disgusting, but Jessica had forced herself to 








down a second full shot-glass of the horrid stuff. It wasn’t enough that she 
simply match the bitch — she was going to exceed her. 

Jessica, smugly self-congratulatory, had no idea just how true that 
thought was. The tingling warmth increased — and she began to worry. It 
felt good. Too good. Her body was starting to tremble with pleasure. No — 
no, she couldn't let that happen. Money and beauty were power — and 
power was about control. More than anything, she was about control. She 
never, ever lost control. Ever. Hold it in. Quell the trembling. Force yourself 
to pose, like you planned. Yes, that was it — pose. Pose, seductive and 
sensual, every male eye on you. That was it. Yes, that was it. That was 
what she wanted. That was what she... needed. 

A gasp of pleasure, unordered, creeping up her throat, demanded release. 
Uncommanded. Unwanted. Not part of the image she was trying to project. 
Utterly unacceptable. Utterly unstoppable... but she wasn't just anybody, 
no. She was Jessica. Channel it. Control it. Make it work to her ends. Jessica 
took the sound, forced it to change its nature, forced herself to aim a heavy- 
lidded, suggestive smile at the group of men at the bar as the sound emerged, 
in the form of a knowing, challenging chuckle, as if to say, “Do you really 
believe you're man enough to handle a woman like me?” 

Yes — yes, that was good. Part of the image she was trying to project. 
Nobody could see her suppressed trembles of increasingly intense pleasure. 
Nobody was close enough to smell the distinctive odor of feminine arousal 
now rising from her moist cunt. Nobody knew she was oh-so-close to losing 
control. No, they were staring at her, a sensual, seductive woman, seeing 
challenge and perfect control — seeing the increasingly lying image she 
was projecting. All those male eyes. Staring at her. Devouring her. Lusting 
after her. It felt... good. Right. Necessary. 

“Control, Jessica!” she told herself, fighting to force the thought through 
her increasingly hazy mind. The pleasure, intense, was rising through her, 
making her aware of every inch — every feminine, sexual inch — of her 
body, but forcibly focusing the majority of her attention on her breasts and 
womanhood. Control. She had to maintain control. Almost painfully 
aroused, body thrumming with intense pleasure, it was even hard for her to 
remember why it was so important to have control. Most of her brain wanted 
to just give in to what she was feeling, to let herself go — but, right down in 
the very deepest, darkest part of her mind, where the part of her that made 
her who she was lived, that one, last iron thought remained. Above all else, 
control. 

















She couldn't just sit still any more. She couldn't. She felt ready to explode, 
as 1f all this pleasure was too much to be contained in one mortal body. She 
had to move - but... Control. Always control. If she had to move, she must do 
it as if she were controlling her body, not the other way around. It didn’t 
matter what the truth might be — all these men, whose lascivious gazes felt so 
good sliding across her body, must believe it was her willing her actions, and 
not rampant, mind-numbing, will-crushing lust and nerve-shattering pleasure. 

Control. She rose from the chair, unaware she was hungrily licking her 
hips as she stared at the men at the bar. Unaware she had risen to stand with 
legs spread wide apart, her hands roaming over her own body. Completely 
oblivious to the fact that her initial chuckle had changed, becoming a series 
of horny little giggles, interspersed with gasps of pleasure. Control! And then, 
uncontrollably, she screamed out. It was earth-shattering ecstasy. Orgasm after 
orgasm ripped through her and stole any semblance of control — or any care 
about control. 

The Riverton Golf and Country Club was a fine example of its sort of 
institution. Among its many other luxuries, the club also provided excellent 
security, inside and out. There was even a camera over the ballroom area to 
ensure purses left unattended while their owners were on the dance floor 
would be safe. What happened at the instant of Jessica’s scream occurred 
much too fast for the human eye to follow, but the unblinking electronic eye 
of the high-resolution color digital video camera caught it. Five frames worth 
of it, to be exact. Five frames that would be endless run and re-run, studied 
and dissected, commented on and coveted. Five frames. 

Frame one showed Jessica, her legs spread wide, pulling her long silk 
skirt to one side and leaving the other, nylon-clad leg fully displayed. Her 
arms, clad in matching silk opera gloves, were thrown out to either side, her 
head tilted back, eyes closed and mouth open in what, by all reports, was a 
scream of unearthly ecstasy. A magnificently arousing sight, in and of itself — 
but barely the beginning. 

In frame two — exactly one-tenth of a second later — her hair came spilling 
down around her shoulders, significantly longer and thicker than before. The 
dress, previously coming all the way down to the top of her “fuck me” pumps, 
suddenly displayed her dainty ankles. Her lips, still letting forth that barely- 
begun scream, were sensuously fuller (though some argument exists that they 
merely appeared this way because her jaw was somewhat smaller and finer, 


while the nose above it was somewhat more delicate and slightly upturned). 


There’s absolutely no argument that her breasts were actually bigger. Her 
previously loose-draped neckline was now fully filled, the deep ‘V’ displaying 
the inside third of breasts the size — and almost the shape — of halved 
watermelons. Lower down was a small rip, right at the very top of the long, 
long slit up the side of her dress, revealing a hint of milky flesh above the top 
of her nylons, and the edge of one garter. Her knees were just starting to 
buckle. 

Frame three, the halfway point, showed her hands moving inward, in what 
some claimed might’ve been the a motion to touch herself “down there.” 
This could be supported by the obvious damp spot on the crotch of her dress. 
The hem of her dress by then was risen even further, hovering about mid- 
calf, and revealing those calves to be fuller and more defined than before. 
The rip at the top of the slit was lengthened, revealing the top of the nylon 
sitting lower down her thigh, bowing more sharply up to the garter. It’s 
debatable as to how much of this was caused by the increase of the width of 
her hips, and how much from the expansion of her ass. Some claim that the 
extra inch and a half to her hips should have been cancelled out by a matching 
decrease in her waist, so that the entirety of that expansion could be put on 
her ass, which jutted a full four inches out from the line of her longer, fuller 
thighs. It can certainly be said, her ass resembled a pair of throw-pillows 
stuffed into her dress. 

Looking higher up, the width of the opening on the dress was significantly 
wider, as the once-loose neckline was now stretched apart, and only seemed 
to remain covering the outer halves of her breasts solely because the fabric 
was “hung up” on her nipples, each of which were now easily as long as a 
man’s thumb, and as thick as the neck of a beer bottle. Her tits, themselves, 
were enormous, like a pair of prize-winning pumpkins — ripe, round and 
heavy. Though nearly spherical in overall shape, their shear mass was made 
clear in the way they hung, pulling taut the flesh where they met her upper 
chest. 

There is no doubt that her lips were fuller at this point, just as her jaw was 
more pointed and her cheeks wider and higher, starting to pull her face into a 
general heart shape. Her nose was considerably more delicate, with a definite 
upturn at its tip. Her eyes, just starting to open, seemed larger (though with 
eyelashes that long, it’s difficult to measure just how much they had increased 
in size). Beneath those partially-raised lids, her eyes seemed to be rolled 


back, with only the whites showing. Meanwhile, her hair was almost to the 








top of that ass, and at the front, her silken locks were splayed across the tops 
of her breasts. 

By frame four, the dress had been subjected to so much excessive stress in 
all dimensions, that it had given up its task of covering her. The slit of the 
skirt was now ripped allthe way up to the armhole, and the dress would have 
started to fall if not for the straps still resting on her shoulders. At the same 
time, the bottom of the skirt barely reached her knees. Miraculously, the nylons 
and garters were holding — probably because there had been less increase in 
diameter on her legs than of height. Her black lace panties, however, had torn 
in three places, overstrained by her widened hips and her massively enlarged 
ass, now jutting up from her slightly forward-leaning, partially-crouched 
position. Her waist was presumed to be smaller still, but there was no way to 
measure it by that point — from the angle of the camera, a three-quarter frontal 
view from the ceiling, it was completely lost behind the mass of her tits. 

Yes, tits. Tits which were so large that half of each massive breast lay to 
the outside of her ribcage, roughly of a size of inflatable beach-balls. But 
they definitely possessed much greater weight than air-filled vinyl, having 
settled lower on her ribcage, forming a slight but definite “teardrop” shape. 
Cascading in a golden curtain nearly as wide across as her massive new bust, 
her hair streamed downwards to hover precariously just over her delectably 
new and full ass. Her face was most definitely heart-shaped by this point, and 
featured a full pair of lips that would do Angelina Jolie proud. 

In frame five, the final frame, she was, impossibly, still standing. She had 
somehow managed to stop her collapse by locking her knees straight. She 
was nearly naked, her panties and dress shredded in a pile at her feet. Somehow, 
the nylons had not only stayed on, but remained relatively in their proper 
position, though the close-knit weave had been pulled so much that they nearly 
resembled fishnet stockings. Of course, as one physics major has pointed out, 
all of this was taking place in less than a second, something that must be 
remembered when the frames are studied, individually, for minutes or hours 
on end. Her hair hung halfway down her incredibly long legs, pushed out by, 
and yet miraculously covering, her incredibly full ass. An ass on hips that, 
despite their rounded width, seemed barely big enough to carry it. 

There was absolutely no chance of her hair, which now hid most of her 
face as well, covering her tits. Starting from about two inches below her 
collarbone to about the same distance above her crotch, they seemed like 
separate entities from the rest of her body. At their largest point, side to side, 
they extended out past her elbows. Sideways, they jutted about the same 











distance out — a good two feet or more — and it was certain she’d never be 
able to see her toes again. Perhaps it was only the counterweight of her 
enormous hips and ass that let her remain upright with such a top-heavy 
imbalance in her center of gravity. 

Those are the frames caught by the camera of her transformation. A total 
of half a second of footage, though the actual change has been estimated to 
be a total of six-point-three tenths of a second long, with the rest of the time 
in the “gaps” before frame one and after frame five. The mere blink of an 
eye... and in that blink, the men fortunate enough to be present at the time 
simply saw Jessica “explode” — and leave behind seven feet and two-inches 
of pure, unadulterated sex in her place. In that moment, Jessica achieved 
something close to her own view of “perfection”... in a way. After all, never 
again was there any woman to make any sort of comparison against her that 
wouldn’t be a clear-cut case of “apples and oranges.” And a woman who 
pumped out as much pheromones as she did every day could be said to have 
absolute control, as she never had any problem finding men to obey her 
desperate commands to fuck her. And, as a specialty fetish porn star, she 
pulled in some of the biggest bucks in the industry, ensuring she was most 
defiantly wealthy. 

In fact, as long as you didn’t factor in the whole part about that unbelievable 
intense first orgasm and the subsequent flood of hormones “frying” her brain 
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so badly that her I.Q. limited her counting ability to “One, Two... lots!” you’d 
say her new life was just about “perfect.” At least, a certain newly-wed couple, 
when not too busy accepting awards in various scientific ceremonies, or 
spending much of their free time alone, at home, were heard to use that 
particular word in defining her fate. To her many, many fans, however, it was 
universally agreed that when it came to the sheer ability to fuck tirelessly, 
endlessly, and with unfailing, if somewhat brain-dead, enthusiasm, Jizzika 


Juggs was a sheer genius. 


We END 


